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FOR a while after his second's answering hoot Massy
hung over the engine-room gloomily. Captain Whalley
who, by the power of five hundred pounds, had kept his
command for three years, might have been suspected
of never having seen that coast before. He seemed
unable to put down his glasses, as though they had been
glued under his contracted eyebrows. This settled
frown gave to Ms face an air of invincible and just
severity; but his raised elbow trembled slightly, and the
perspiration poured from under his hat as if a second
sun had suddenly blazed up at the zenith by the side
of the ardent still globe already there, in whose blinding
white heat the earth whirled and shone like a mote of
dust.

From time to time, still holding up his glasses, he
raised his other hand to wipe his streaming face. The
drops rolled down his cheeks, fell like rain upon the
white hairs of his beard, and brusquely, as if guided by
an uncontrollable and anxious impulse, his arm reached
out to the stand of the engine-room telegraph.

The gong clanged down below. The balanced
vibration of the dead-slow speed ceased together with
every sound and tremor in the ship, as if the great still-
ness that reigned upon the coast had stolen in through
her sides of iron and taken possession of her innermost
recesses. The illusion of perfect immobility seemed to
fall upon her from the luminous blue dome without a
stain arching over a flat sea without a stir. The faint
breeze she had made for herself expired, as if all at once